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All to Hick Awakcandthinkeour wrongs in Ri. bofomc, 

Will conquer hi m>awake and wmthc day. 

Enter the Ghofiof L Haftings. 

Gho. Bloody and guiltif, gudtily awake, 

And in a bloody battel! endthy dryes. 

Thinke on Lord Haftmg3,jifpairc and die. 

To Ri. Quic vutroubled foule, awake, awake, 

Armc,figiuand conqil'r for fail e Englandsfake. 

Enter the Ghvfis ofthetwoyong °rinces, 

. gh 0 ,to K.R.D reameon thy coufws fmoothred in the 
ZsvL Let vsbelai^witointhy bofome Richard, (Tower, 

: ' And weigh thee downe to ruine* flume and death, 

Thy Nephcwes foules bid thee difpaireand die. 

To Ri. Sieepe Rchmond fleepe,in peace, and wake inioy, 

Good Angels guardthee from the Boaresannoy, 

Liuc and beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappie fennesdo bid thee flourtfh. 

Enter i he Ghcfi ofjfhteene Anne his wife. 

Richard, thywife,thatwrctched Annethy wife, 

That neucr Ikpta quiet houre with thee, 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations, 

To morrow in the battaile thinke on me, 

And fall thy edgclelfeuvord, difpaireand die. > 

To Rich. Thou quiet foule,fleepc thou a quiet llcepe, 

Dreame offuccelfeand happy vidorie, 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghofi of Buckingham. 

The firft was /that helpt thee to the Crowne, 

The lad was I that felt thy ty rannic, 

0,in the battell thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltinelfe : 

Dreame on,dreameon,of bloody deeds anddeath, 

Fainting difpaire,difpairing yeeld fhy breath. 

To Ri, I dyed for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 

Butchcarethy heart, and be thou not difinayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds lide, 

And Richard fals in height of all his pride; 

K. Richard flarteth out of a dreame. 

K.Rt. Giue me another hurfe,bindvp my wounds: 

Haue mcrcic Icfu : foft, l uiubut dreame. 
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of Richard the third,' 

O coward confcicnce,how doeft thou affli<5l me ? 

The lights ournc blew, it is not dead midnight : 

Cold fearefnll drops ftandson my trembling flefh, 
What do 1 fcare my felfe ? thcres none elfc by, 

Richaui loues Richard, that is, T am I : 

Is there a murtherer here l no. Yes I am, 

Then fliepvhat from my felfe ? great rcafon why. 

Left ! rcucnge.WUat my felfe vpon my felfe? 

Alackc ! Joue my felfe, wherforc ? for any good 
Ag/f That I my felfe haue done vnto my felfe ! 

0 *o : alas I rather hate my felfe, 

For hateful! deeds committed by my felfe : 

1 am a villaine,yet l lye, I am not. 

Foole of thy ft lfe fpcake wcll,foole do not flatter, 

My confciencc hath a thoufand feuerall tongues, 

And euery tongue brings in a feuerall tale, 

And euery tale condcmnc%mefora villaine s 
Perjurie,in thg>ighcft dcgjpe, 

Murthcr,fterne murthcr,in the dyrcfl: degree, 

All feuerall linne$,all vfdc in each degree, 

Throng all ro the barre,cryingall,guiltic,guiltie. 

I (lull difpaue, there is no creature loues me. 

And if I die, ro fonle fliall pittie me: 

And wherefore fliould they r fince that I my felfe, 

Finde in m» (t lfc, no pittie to my felfe. 

Met! ought the foulesofall that/murthred 

tfCame all to my tent, and euery one did threat 
Tomorrotvcs vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Rat cl ijfc. 

Rat. My Lord. 

Ktntr. Zoo n Is, who is there ? 

R.,r Rafcliftc,my Lord, us / :the early village cocjce 
Hath twife done falu ation to the morne, 

Your friends are vp,and buckle on their armor. 

Kmg. O Ratdifre,I hauc dreamt! a f -arc full dreame. 
What thihkll thou, will our friends pi cue all true ? 

Rat. No doubt mv Lord. 

King. O Ratcliffe,! fcare,! feare. 

Em. Nay good my Lord.be not afraid of fliadowes. 
King. By the ApoiUc Paui,Qudowes to flight 








